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of us are certain to meet again, sometimes in frosty air, as
\ve have it to-night, but probably more often in tropical
heat.
" Frau Diel, can you detect the Asmara spring ? " " Quite likely, but at the moment I detect nothing so
much as hunger and thirst ! " " Then let's go and feed at the c White Gazelle.' "
MY  FIRST  DINNER
Asmara, early November.
By taking the precaution of placing extra rugs, niy overcoat, and a woollen cape on top of my bed, I managed to avoid being frozen last night. In daytime5 too, over a middle-weight linen costume, I wear my cape until the sun properly breaks through ; a more useful garment for this climate could hardly be conceived.
First I want to see the Italian quarter, then the native one and, in conclusion, the * mixed' quarter. Altogether I have a week to devote to Asmara and district, and in that time I also want to inspect social institutions.
The centre part of the town is almost European in aspect. But suddenly one comes upon open country, where roads cease, and everything seems to end. Though not quite. Here new residential districts are springing up, and many very handsome villas are already occupied, despite the fact that motors can hardly move over the bumpy roads. One car came to a halt at the side of ours, and its occupant asked if we cared to look over his new house. He appeared to combine the jobs of architect and builder. From outside, the house with its coffee-brown walk had a matter-of-fact and restful appearance ; the interior provided all manner of surprises. All furniture was of African timbers, and had been built and installed in exceedingly unusual ways. Never before had I seen a buffet which had a marble stove built into its centre. In the study the table had been fixed in the wall. An up-to-date colonial style was being tried out, and many interesting samples were on view* Many rooms in this idtra-modern house were completely furnished